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Legendary Fragments. 


THE 


BEDESMAN ON NIDSYDE. 


FYTTE iſt. | 


Tux e've was mirk, down cam the weit, 
And bleering blew the Blaſt; 

wr fearſom glent throw the mirk lift, 
The awſome fyre flaughts paſs'd; 


The Lin's loud rummlin down the Glens, 
Swall'd Nid frae Bank to Brae, 


And Walter far ayont his ken, 
He wiſt not where to gae. 
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4 LEGENDARY 


Sair dae I rew my ſtalwart ride 

I might hae baid a hame, 
Or fichting fa'n by dynt o' Glave 
Than periſh, here, my lane. 


A Swanky, wha lay in a bell, 
Heard a' this pitteous main; 
Wha C'er ze are thats ſae in dule, 
I dread ze'er far frae hame. 


South oure the Bent Nid rinns a ſpate 
Gin ze dar tak the Stream, 


Gae oure the how, wend up the Brae 
Zeil ſee the Bedeſman's Gleim. 


There may ze rax, and ſtreek ze down 
Frae {kyth in his dern celle, 

He furthy is, nae falſet kens, 
Nae dern-ſaws will he tell. 
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FRAGMENTS. 5 


The wicht w'i glie the Swankie heirs 
Oure Nid w'1 furder ſwam, 

Ged oure the how, wend up the Brae, 
Syne to the celle he came. 


He band his Aver to ane tree 

Syne tirl'd at the pin; 
O Bedeſman ! as ze lude the Rude, 
Tak a' waith danderer in. 


The man O' lore, blent frae his celle 

Ihe fremit wicht to lee, 

The Glied it ſchaw'd his Abergown 
He ween'd a Child was he. 


The hallen ſlote he ſyne undrew, 


Took the Child by the Hand; 
Wi' winſome faſche, he him ungeir'd, 
And ſyne pat by his brande. 


He 
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6 LEGENDARY 


He zeid and gar'd the ingle bleez 
Wi' {with and haviour couth, 
Syne frae a'. Boal a' Kebuck took, 


Brought meid, and Bannocks rowth. 


The man O'lore w'i havins cowth, 
Hheſechout the gentil child, 

To prive, and ſlokin ſyne his ad, 
Wi' meid that drank ſae mild. 


His ſtark ſtoor bed he nieſt did ſtraught, 
Fyne bad the child on't ſtreek, 

Wha rax'd his lends wi' right gude will 
And ſwyth fell deed aſleep. 


Lo! Genterice, a' my firſt tale's tawld, 
The minſtrel's groat is winn, 

But gif ze lyke ane ither Fytte ; 
Wi' furder I'Il begin. 


FYTTE 


FRAGMENT'S. 
„„ II. 


Tu E Sonne now blent aboon Crochm 
And owre Torthorwald ween'd : 

The burneiſt Baſnet on the Wa 
Frae the heiſit Kevel gleem'd ; 


The Warder yowden now yied laigh, 
Wanrufe in ſplent, and graith, 

Whan the Wicht wackned frae his Nod, 
Henſure, and ſtalwart baith ; 


He graith'd, and frae the celle he wend, 
And ſpeel'd the weſtlin Brae, 

Now rang the Belle for haly mals, 
The Monkes to Mattins gae. 


The Bedeſman to the Kirk was gane 
His Oriſons to mak, 

Wi' furder, ſtappin hame, he ſaw 
The Wicht, on the Heuch tap ; 
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8 LEGENDARY 


The man O'lore, wi fowth of faſh 


Beſocht the doughty wicht, 
To his Disjune, in the dern celle 
Whar he had ſpent the nicht. 


Twa Kapps O' Bledoch frae the Kirn, 
Was heiſit upon the Burde, 


Bodin wi' Bannocks frae the Spence, 
Wi' ſic thae fell to Bourd. 


Thae twae had tain of melteth fowth, 
Whan the child did beſeik | 

The Haly Bedeſman him to ſchaw, 
And nae part frae him ſteik; 


The Ferley's of his agit ken, 
He wein'd ſelcouth had bin, 
For frae the Burdown in the nuik, 
Faes, Kinricks, he had ſene. 


The 


FRAGMENTS. 9 


The man O'lore, wi' winſome faſche, 
Begouth his balefu Saw, | 

My dairthful Syre, ſtark Tinwald's Thane, 
Our Genterice was nae ſina. 


Schir Harboard Mundaville the Bauld, 
He was caw'd; for in Weir 

Richt mony Minny's had he reiv'd, 
O' Wichts thay lude fow dear: 


The ſtalwart Richard, Ynglondes glore, 
To Haly Eard was bown, a 
His Brand he branglit ſae brilzean, e 
He dang the dour Maheun. 3 


The ſtark and hawtane Donegal, 
Thane of Stra-Nid ſae grene, 

Had graith'd him wi the Haly-Corſe 
To fair wi' Ynglondes Kynge. 


Schir 


10 LEGENDARY 
Schir Rodger de Kilpatericke, 


Child of Killoſburnes Touris, 
Had in his Baſnet, heiſit the corſe, 
Zeid frae his Ledy's Boures. 
Schir Rab the Roos, of gentil laits, 
Thane of hie Sanguhars Peel, 
On his Caprouſy heis't the corſe, 
He ſtalwart was and leil. 


Torthorwald's ſtark, and douchty Wicht, 
Zeid wi' the valziant thrang, 
Myſell graith'd out in Abergown, 
Wend wi' the leve amang. 


In twa ſcore Carvels, frae Cockpool, 
Wee brilzean Lundin raucht, 


A myghtye meany, and valziant thrang, 


Wha fremit ferly's ſaucht. 
The 


The myghte Richard, brankand heigh, 


Tald owre his menzie mony, 
Our Swankies a', weil graith'd, and ſchene, 
Thay bang'd baith braif and bony ; 


Schir Thomas Multon, Guilſland's child, 
A wicht baith ſtark, and brim ; 

Heich in the Kinrick's gleifom lufe, 
He ſtalwart-was, beit grim ; 


In haly eard, at Acres Reive, 
He zeid owre the heich wa, 

And Richard for the ſtalwart dang, 
De Acre him did ca: 


Wi winſome faſche, he piloted, 
Ws owre the ſea ſae braid, 
At Scanderoon wee raw'd to Swaird 
For haly eard wee gaid. 
© FYTTE 
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ES.L1© 108. 


HE child blent owre the Kyrnellis 
hye, 
Y'e Soudan's Oiſt to ſe, 
Be the mone lyght, he ſa and tald, 
Twa hondrith ſcore and thre ; 


His bougill horne, ſae ſleek and grene, 
He blewe baith ſtark, and lang, 

The wakryfe Warders bent ther bowys, 
Cam forth, wi byll and brande ; 


| A Bacheleere in Abergown, - 

| 2 Cam up his men beforne, 

| A bettar Captayn was never ſene, 
i A balder was never born : 
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FRAGMENTS. 


In gramarye he was of lore, 
Nae brande coude on hym byte, 


Nae heathen hound, or termagaunt, 
Coude throw his baſſonett ſmyte; 


Schir Euſtace Macuſwall he's caw'd, 


Inne ſothe Skottlonde he bode, 
On his bred banner ſtode bedight, 
The egil and the roode. 


The Soudan, frae his palzeeron, 
Blent up owre the heich wa, 
The doughetie ſtalwart Macuſwall, 

He on ye Kyrnells ſa; 


Wha to Conheat, his Lyff-tenant, 
He ſayd, tul ye Soudan wende, 


Tel him I com, w'i my Camſcho Oiſt, 


Unſettſteven, his ſhrift to mend. 
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8 Wenand ſwa to wend; 
The falſet wicht was ſtoney ſair, 
Whan ſlonken owre the ſplent. 


The canker'd Carline's elritch hole, 
Was howdered in How fae dern; 


Her unco cantraips downa thole, 


The gleim o'ſonne or ſtarn. 


Y'e 
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Y'e Mort oLauch. 


A FRACME VT. 


Avcn's OCHIERN was a ſtalwart wicht, 

As ſhouk the morthynge ſpeare, 

Ande brondeous, whane in ſtele ys oyghte, 
Bon for the lethal weir: 


He Englondes ſonnes had aft beſprente, 
Wha camme Stra-nid to brende, 
Wha's boolie Fadres did bemente, 


Theire horrowe abrodden ende. 


The ſweltrie ſonne, ynne ſheenynge wayne, 
Onne Auchenleck han raucht, My 

Where froom the thyckett ſtarks the bocke, - 
Bie Lauch's takelle diſtraughte : 


16 aA FRAGMENT. 


To the bryttlynge of the kagge at the 
douare of none, - 
Lauch ſwythyn his men n 

Wend to the quarry; ande dydd lig downe, 
Whan he liſted a bougill horne. 


Swy the camme Dal garno's hawtane child, 


. Lyke feerie gronfere dyghte, 


Wi' gore- red ſhielde, ande ſprettled feſs, 
He waſe a n wicht. 


